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The Ascension. 

T 

BT CECIL FRANCES ALEXANDER. 

The golden gates arc lifted high, 

The doors are opened wide. 
The King of glory is gone in 

Unto His Father's aide. 

Thou art feone up before us, Lord, 

To make for us a place, 
That we may be where now Thou art, 
And look upon God's face. 

And ever on our earthly path 

A glean of glory tire, 
A light still breaks behind the cloud 

That veiled Thee Irom onr eyes. 

Lilt up our heatts, lilt up our minus. 

Lei Thy dear giace be given, 
That while we wander here below 

Our treasure rests in heaven. 
That where Thou art at God's right hand, 

Our hope, onr love may be ; 
Dwell Thou in us, thai we may dwell 

Forevermore in Thee. 

— The Missionary. 


Consecration. 


BT A. A. COBEB. 

There is no man so dignified as the man who i* 
earnestly and sincerely devoted to God. There it* 
nothing that gives a man mo much ot a recommen- 
dation as a Christian character. Whin the Greek* 
found some noble character consecrated or heroie 
they dignified him as a god. They respected that 
character, and they respected it t ven as a god ol 
sii pei natural qualities. So when man consecrated 
himself to the sei vice of God he dignified himself. 
Man becomes superhuman in the proportion that 
he assumes the spiritual nature of Christ. The 
world wonders with sublime admiration, "whence 
cometh this holy garb f It has a healing influ- 
ence, like the hem of Jesus' garment, wherever it 
touches. It transforms and ptiiifies wherever worn. 
Christ wore » seamless coat; but the holy man 
must wear Christ himself. "Pat ye on the Udh 
Jesus Christ." ^^h 

Profession alone does not sanctity the heart. 
Unless an application ot the Spirit is made we be- 
come as sounding brass and tinkling symbols. 
The words to NicodemUB, "Ye must be born again." 
are applicable and binding on all who will serve 
God. The renovating influences of the Holy Ghn-i 
are the means of purification. Profession, like 
faith, without works is dead, being alone. It is 
vain mockery and renders the religion ol Christ 
offensive to some who look to men rather than to 
Christ. 

A man fully consecrated to the service of God 
is among the noblest of God's creation. He is an 
angiil without wings and needs only to lay aside 
his physical nature to inhabit the mansions above. 
He has the love of God shed abroad in his heart. 
His conduct and conversation are svorded with 
gentleness. All his actions are weighed in the 
balance ot right and are branded with charity. His 
feelings are sympathetic, prompting him to phi- 
lanthropy. He is merciful in all his intercourse 
with his teliowman ; but justice is the bushel by 
which he measures the conduct of others to himself. 
A thoroughly consecrated person has not only re- 
ligion on his tongue but also in his heart. His 
hands, his feet, his head, his tongue, and heart are 
foil ot it. He has surrendered his entire being to 
God and his service. He is a lull fledged Chr's- 
tian. He is a little lower than the angels. 
* Individual purity is essential to successful ser- 
vice in the Christian church. Unless we bow to 
the mercy-seat and act in harmony with our 
prayers the world will characterize us as empty 
professors. The world looks to us for examples ; n 
the divine life and is disappointed when it sees 
itself by looking at us. We look to the moon at 
night for light ; but the moon in itself has no light 
It reflects the light' ot the sun. So we have no 
light in ourselves ; hut we ought to reflect sufficient 
ot the light ot the Son ot God so that when the 
world looks at us it may see what it expects to see. 
The world looks to us tor an example and well it 
may, for it also expects to become Christian some 
day, and wherever it sees the best light then) it is 
sure to go. Let your light so shine that others 
seeing your good works may glority your father 
in heaven. 


The Class-Leader"! Experience. 
A short time ago one of onr leaders related to 
me a remarkable passage in his experience, which 
is another confirmation of the promise on which 
thousands still rely — The Lord will provide. / 
A few years ago, he, his wife and four children, 
lived in a small country town in Yorkshire. It 
was winter, and the weather unusually severe. 
Work was scarce, and for weeks he had nothing 
to do, and nothing was coming in but three or four 
shillings a week, earned by the oldest son, a. mere 
boy. To add to their misfortunes, the father, not 
a strong man at the heat, fell ill ; they were put to 
great straits, and for sometime were all more than 
half starved. The family had always presented a 
neat, respectable appearance, and no one suspected 
the desperate struggle, through which they were 
passing. Both father and mother brought their 
circumstances before the Lord with prayers and 
tears ; they believed He would interpose, but how, 
they could not tell. At length matters reached a 
crisis, they came to their last crust, and this was 
set before the boy when he came Irom his work in 
the evening, as his only meal for the day. Hun- 
gry as he was, when the tact dawned upon him, 
the brave little fellow was too full to touch it. The 
eyes of the anxious father, glistening with tears, 
took in at a glance the pathetic points of the situa- 
tion. When he beheld the pale, shrunk en face ot 
his wife, and hungry, pinched look of his children, 
and the dark, dreary piospects of starvation 
stretching before him, unrelieved by a ray of hope, 
he could bear it no longer. He crept up stairs, 
tell upon his knees, bnrst into a flood of tears, and 
cried to heaven for help. He opened his well- 
thumbed Bible, aud surely the good Spirit was 
jtiesent at that moment to guide, tor his eyes tell 
upon the passage in Isaiah 41 : 17, "When the 
poor and needy seek water, and there is none, and 
i heir tongue faileth for thirst, I, the Lord, will hear 
ilu-iii, I, the God of Israel, will not forsake them." 
The word came with marvelous power to his soul, 
t waa as if God spake audibly to him ; and still 
e wept, hut this time tears of thankfulness and joy- 
mi* confidence. He went down stairs to tell his 
wile what a glorious bleHeing he had got, and to 
a <siire her that help was at hand, when he obierv- 
ed a lady friend, a member of his class, had called. 
She said that for some weeks she had been concern- 
etl about them, and could no longer resist the de- 
sire to call. She saw how matters were, and very 
speedily a hamper of provisions was sent in. The 
table was once more spread as it had not been for 
many a long week, and as the famished family, 
t hns mercifully rescued, surrounded that table ; 
lietore a crumb was touched, they knelt down, and 
with fiobs and tears thanked our heavenly Father, 
who had once moiv fulfilled his promise. 

This simple narrative was told with irrepressible 
emotion, and both speaker and listener wept to- 
gether; and in concluding the good leader said : 'i 
have had many tips and downs since then, though, 
thank God, never reduced to a similar extremity ; 
but those precious words have ever stood between 
ine and starvation, and the gracious, hallowing, in- 
fluence ot the blessing 1 then received, lives with 
me today. Praise the Lord! He still hear? me, 


How many fathers and mother*, how many 
Christian men, are sleeping now while their child- 
ren wander over the terrible precipice right into 
the bottomless pit of 'hell I Father, where is your 
boy to night? It may be just out there in some 
public-house ; it may be reeling through the streets ; 
it may be pressing onward to a drunkard's grave. 
Mother, where is your son ? Is he in the house of 
the publican drinking away his soul — everything 
that is dear and sacred to him ? Father you have 
been a professed Christian for forty years ; where 
are your children to-night ? Have yon lived so 
godly, and so Chrisflike, that yon can say, follow 
me as 1 followed Christ ? Are those children 
walking in wisdom V are they on their way to 
glory ? have they been gathered into the fold of 
Christ? are their names written in the Lamb's 
Book of Life ? How many fathers and mothers to- 
day would be able to answer ? Did yon ever stop 
to think that you were to blame ; that you had not 
been faithful to your children ? Come, O Lord, 
and wake up every mother ! And may every one 
ot us who are parents feel the worth of the souls of 
the children whom God has given us. May they 
never bring our gray hairs with sorrow to the 
grave, but may they become a blessing to the 
Church and to the world ! — D. L. Moody. 


Something for Everybody. 

Reader, is there a thoughtless worldly soul among > 
the readers of this article? la there one who 
thinks to reach heaven by saying, "Lord have 
mercy on me," without Christ? M.j dear friend, 
you are sowing misery for yourself, and unless you 
alter, you will awake to endless woe. You will 
sink forever into hell. 

■ Is there a proud formal soul among the readers 
of this article? Is there any one thinking to make 
himself fit for heaven, and good enough by his own 
doings ? My dear brother, you are building a Babel, 
and you- will never reach heaven in your present 

state. 

But is there a laboring, heavy-laden one among 

the readers of this article ? Is there any one who 

wants to be saved, and feels that he is a vile sinner ? " 

I say to such a one, "Come to Christ, and he t>hall 

save you. Come to Christ, and cast the burden of 

your soul on him. Fear not ; only believe." 

Do you fear wrath ? Christ can deliver you 
from the wrath to come. Do you ftar the curse of 
a broken law ? Christ can redeem you from the 
curse of the law. Do you feel fir away ? Christ 
has suffered to bring you nigh to God. Do you 
fee! unclean ? Christ's blood can cleanse all sin 
away. Do you feel imperfect ? .You shall be 
complete in Chrirt. Do you feel as if you were 
nothing? Christ shall be "All things'' to your 
soul. Never did a saint reach heaven with any - 
tale but this : "I was washed and made white in 
the blood of the Lamb. I received mercy. By 
grace I am saved." 

Is there one who hums Christ among the readers 
of this article ? Then I say to bim, seek to know 
Christ better. Depend on it, you can never know 
Christ too well. — Ex. 


and the God of Israel 
Christian. 


will not forsake me." — The 


Here and There a Gem. 


"Where It Your Child r 

A father took his little child out into the field 
one Sunday, and, as the day was hot, he lay down 
under a beautiful shady tree. The little child ran 
about gathering wild flowers and little hlades ot 
grass, and coming to her father and saying, 
"Pretty 1 pretty !" At last the father fell asleep, 
and while he was sleeping the child wandered 
away. When he awoke, his first thought was, 
"Where is my child V" He looked all around, but 
he could not see her. - He called aloud for her, but 
all he heard was the echo ol his own voice. Run- 
ning to a little hill, he looked around and shonted 
agam. No response ! Then going to a precipice 
at some distance he looked down, and there, upon 
the rocks and briars, he saw the mangled form of 
his beloved child. He rushes to the spot, took up 
the lifeless corpse and hugged it to his bosom, and 
accused himself of being her murderer. While he 
was sleeping she had wandered oyer the precipice. 


GATHERED FOR THE NEW YOltK OBSERVER. 

Death no longer now we die, 
We hut follow Christ on high. 

Death is another life. We hew our heads 
At going out, we think, and enter straight 
Another golden chamber of the King's, 
Larger l nan this we leave, and lovelier. 

Cannot God who first gave liie to matter give 
resurrection to a body from which lite hath depart. 
ed ? — Aihmagoras. 

Arise sad heart : if thou dost not withstand, 

Christ's resurrection thine may be ; 
Do not by hanging down, break from the hand 

Which, as it riseth, raiseth thee. 

Lo 1 Jesus' po wer the sle-.-p of death hath broken, 
And wiped the tear Irom sorrow's drooping eye 1 r 
Look up, ye mourners, hear what he hath spoken, 
"He that believes on me shall never die." 

— W. 8 Grift*. 
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